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FADE IN:

EXT. MAIN STREET, VENTURA — NIGHT — 2:07 AM

A locked wide shot. Empty trolley bench at the corner of Main and Oak. Streetlights create pools of amber light on the pavement. Occasional car passes. Distant sound of a bar closing — muffled music cutting off abruptly.
The street exhales after last call. A few STRAGGLERS in the background, walking away, laughing. The city settling into its emptiest hour.
The bench sits empty.
Beat.
Beat.
GERALD (early 40s, dress shirt untucked, still dressed for wherever he was tonight) enters frame right, moving quickly. He sits hard on the bench like his legs gave out.
He checks his phone. The screen lights his face — dozens of notifications. He winces. Puts it away.
Checks his watch: 2:07 AM.
Looks up the street. Down the street. Waiting for something that isn't coming.
Runs his hand through his hair. His breath is still elevated — he's been walking fast, or running.
He taps his foot. Checks his watch again. Can't sit still.
Beat.
Beat.
JENNIFER (early 40s, red dress, barefoot, high heels dangling from her left hand) enters frame left. Walking slowly. Not drunk — just exhausted. Her makeup is minimal, slightly smudged. Her hair looser than it started. One strap of the dress slightly askew.
She sees the bench. Sees Gerald. Hesitates for half a second.
Decides to sit anyway. Far end of the bench.
They sit. Two strangers. The width of a bench apart.
A long beat. The street is empty and quiet.

GERALD
Waiting for the trolley?

JENNIFER
I don't think it runs this late.

GERALD
It might. I'm not sure.

JENNIFER
So we might both be waiting for nothing.

GERALD
Wouldn't be the first time tonight.
Silence. Jennifer shifts slightly. Gerald looks at his hands.

JENNIFER
Long night?

GERALD
You could say that.

JENNIFER
((dry))
Me too.
Beat. Two people deciding whether to keep going.

GERALD
I'm Gerald.
Jennifer considers not giving her name. Then:

JENNIFER
Jennifer.

GERALD
You live around here?

JENNIFER
About a mile down. You?

GERALD
Other direction. Came here for college, never left.

JENNIFER
Same. Everyone says they're leaving, nobody does.

GERALD
The weather makes you stupid.

JENNIFER
((almost smiling))
Yeah.
Jennifer stands. Picks up her shoes.

JENNIFER
Well. I'm walking. Trolley's not gonna magically appear.
Gerald stands too, uncertain.

GERALD
Mind if I — would it be weird if I walked with you?

JENNIFER
Why?

GERALD
Honestly? I'm not ready to go home yet.
A beat. Jennifer studies him — quick calculation. Threat assessment. Decision.

JENNIFER
You're not gonna be weird, are you?

GERALD
Define weird.

JENNIFER
You know what I mean.

GERALD
No. I'm not gonna be weird.
Jennifer decides.

JENNIFER
Okay. But I'm not slowing down for you.

GERALD
Wouldn't dream of it.
They start walking. Gerald naturally falls into step beside her — not too close, respectful distance. Main Street stretches ahead. Closed shops. Occasional streetlight. The sound of their footsteps.

JENNIFER
Which way are you walking after?

GERALD
I don't know yet.

JENNIFER
((glances at him, curious))
You really don't want to go home.

GERALD
Not particularly.

JENNIFER
I'm not usually the person who ends up walking with strangers at 2 AM.

GERALD
Me neither.

JENNIFER
And yet.

GERALD
And yet.
First real moment of shared understanding. They continue walking.

EXT. MAIN STREET — CONTINUOUS — 2:15 AM

Passing dark storefronts. A closed coffee shop. The street getting quieter.

JENNIFER
((after a block of silence))
So you clocked the shoes, right?

GERALD
What?

JENNIFER
The shoes. The dress. The 2 AM walk. You clocked it.

GERALD
I... I noticed you weren't wearing shoes, yeah.

JENNIFER
It's the walk of shame. That's what we're doing right now. You're witnessing it.

GERALD
I wasn't judging.

JENNIFER
((sharp laugh))
Everyone judges. That's the entire point of the walk.

GERALD
I really wasn't.

JENNIFER
Come on. Woman in a dress, barefoot, 2 AM? You know what that means.

GERALD
It means you had a night.

JENNIFER
It means I'm supposed to feel bad about having a night. That's the walk of shame. The shame is built in. The shoes are the evidence.

GERALD
You don't seem ashamed.
Jennifer considers this.

JENNIFER
I'm not. I'm tired. Those are different things.
They walk. Beat.

GERALD
What would the non-shame version look like? Like, what's the opposite walk?

JENNIFER
What do you mean?

GERALD
If the walk of shame is... this. What's the good walk?
Jennifer looks at him.

JENNIFER
The good walk?

GERALD
You know. The one you do with someone new, early on. Before you know each other. When you forget where you live because you're so present with them you lose track of everything else. That walk.
Jennifer is quiet for a moment. That landed somewhere.

JENNIFER
That's a very specific walk.

GERALD
I've taken it a couple times.
Beat. They walk past a closed bookstore. A florist with dead stock in the window.
Then — ahead of them on the sidewalk — an OLDER COUPLE (70s), well-dressed, walking slowly. Arm in arm. He's saying something; she's smiling at it. 2 AM and they're just walking together, because that's what they do.
Gerald and Jennifer slow their pace slightly to watch without making it weird.

GERALD
((quietly))
There it is.

JENNIFER
What?

GERALD
The good walk. Forty years in. Still doing it.
They watch the older couple turn the corner and disappear.

JENNIFER
Or one of them can't sleep and they just walk because it's better than lying there.

GERALD
Maybe. But they're together. That's the point.

JENNIFER
The good walk is also the walk before you know each other. Before the fights over whose turn it is to buy dish soap. Before all of it goes wrong.

GERALD
Some of it doesn't go wrong.

JENNIFER
Some of it does.

GERALD
But that couple back there doesn't look like everything went wrong.

JENNIFER
((pause))
No. They don't.
Silence. They walk. Something has opened up.

JENNIFER
((cont'd))
The thing about the good walk is you don't know it's the good walk when you're on it. You think it's just a walk. You don't know what it's going to become yet. All those things you're going to share that you don't even know are going to come up.

GERALD
That's the best part.

JENNIFER
It's also the worst part. Because you get to watch it become something. And then you get to watch that something end.

GERALD
Not always.

JENNIFER
Often enough.
They continue walking. Not faster, not slower. Side by side, in step now.

EXT. MAIN STREET — RESTAURANT ROW — CONTINUOUS — 2:25 AM

Passing a restaurant with outdoor seating. Chairs stacked on tables.
Suddenly — VOICES erupt from inside. The door bursts open and a group of GUYS spill onto the sidewalk.
Gerald tenses immediately.

MARCUS
((40s, loud energy))
Gerald! Yo, GERALD!
Gerald grimaces. Stops.

MARCUS
((cont'd, pulling him into a back-slapping hug))
What the — bro, where have you been? You disappeared!

DEREK
((40s, immediately eyeing Jennifer))
Oh, okay, okay. That's where he's been.

GERALD
We're just walking. She lives down the street.

MARCUS
((not buying it, to Jennifer))
You keeping him out of trouble?

JENNIFER
Trying.

MARCUS
((to Gerald, dropping his voice — not low enough))
Bro. Good for you. Seriously. You've been cooped up with — what's her name — Sandra? Since forever, we never see you anymore—

DEREK
Stephanie.

MARCUS
Stephanie. Since Stephanie. And tonight you're out, you look like you, man. Like the old you.

GERALD
((stiff))
I should go.

DEREK
((elbowing him))
She doesn't have to know, man. She never has to know.
Beat. That lands wrong on everybody.

GERALD
Good night, guys.
He turns and they start walking again.
The guys call after him — half encouragement, half ribbing. Eventually their voices fade.
Jennifer and Gerald walk in silence for a half-block. Jennifer waiting.

GERALD
((finally))
I know what you're thinking.

JENNIFER
I'm not thinking anything.

GERALD
You're thinking those are my friends and they're idiots.

JENNIFER
I'm thinking they got her name wrong.

GERALD
((quiet))
Her name is Michelle. Nobody ever got it right.
Jennifer stops walking. Turns to look at him.

JENNIFER
Your wife.

GERALD
Yeah.

JENNIFER
So that's why you don't want to go home.
Gerald is quiet.

JENNIFER
((cont'd))
What happened?

GERALD
I caught her. With someone. At our place.
Jennifer takes this in without any visible reaction. This is why he can't go home. This is why the bench.

JENNIFER
Tonight.

GERALD
Two hours ago.

JENNIFER
I'm sorry.

GERALD
Are you? Or are you thinking she had her reasons?

JENNIFER
((careful))
I'm sorry you're in pain. Those are different things.

GERALD
We were fine.

JENNIFER
Were you?

GERALD
((quieter))
I don't know.
They start walking again.

GERALD
((cont'd))
I thought I knew her. I thought we were solid.

JENNIFER
Maybe you knew the version of her you needed her to be.

GERALD
Jesus Christ.

JENNIFER
I'm just saying, people aren't solid. People change. What they want changes.

GERALD
So what, marriage is just a lie?

JENNIFER
No. But it's not a guarantee either.

GERALD
Why are you defending her? You don't even know her.

JENNIFER
I'm not defending her. I'm just saying it's probably more complicated than you think.

GERALD
She slept with someone else. That's not complicated.

JENNIFER
The sleeping isn't complicated. Everything around it is.
Silence. Gerald processing — angry, hurt.

JENNIFER
((cont'd))
Do you still love her?
Long pause.

GERALD
I don't know. I did this morning.

JENNIFER
And now?

GERALD
Now I don't know anything.
They continue walking.

EXT. MAIN STREET — NEAR CLUB — CONTINUOUS — 2:35 AM

Passing a club. Music thumping inside. The club door opens — a group of WOMEN spill out, laughing, holding each other up.
Jennifer recognizes them immediately. Tenses.

ASHLEY
((40s, drunk-happy))
Oh my GOD, Jenn!
Ashley runs over, hugs Jennifer. MAYA (40s) joins them, eyeing Jennifer's bare feet and shoes in hand.

MAYA
Ohhhhh. Okay.

ASHLEY
((stage whisper))
Girl. Spill.

JENNIFER
It's not — I'm just walking home.

MAYA
((looking at Gerald, then back with a smirk))
Uh-huh.

ASHLEY
You okay? Like, you good?

JENNIFER
I'm fine. Really.

MAYA
((leans in, not quiet enough))
Text us when you get home. And like... details tomorrow.

ASHLEY
((winks))
Have fun.
They stumble off, laughing, arms linked. Jennifer and Gerald start walking.

GERALD
((after a beat))
So that was different.

JENNIFER
Yep.

GERALD
What was that? That look they gave you?

JENNIFER
That's the look. The judgment look. The 'I know what you did' look.

GERALD
They're your friends. They seemed happy for you.

JENNIFER
They seemed like they were collecting ammunition. Details they'll bring up at brunch. Proof that I'm a certain kind of woman.

GERALD
What kind of woman?

JENNIFER
The kind who ends up walking home barefoot at 2 AM.

GERALD
Like I said. You don't seem ashamed.

JENNIFER
I'm not. But it doesn't matter what I feel. It matters what they see. And what they see is a woman who did something she can't take back walking home alone, which means there's a story. And the story will be that I'm reckless, or damaged, or lonely, or a mess. Because what other reason could there be?

GERALD
What if you just wanted to?

JENNIFER
That's not a narrative they know what to do with.
Silence. They walk past a parking lot, a gas station closed for the night.

GERALD
Was it worth it? The thing you did tonight?

JENNIFER
Worth what?

GERALD
The walk. The judgment. Your friends' looks. All of it.
Long pause.

JENNIFER
I don't know yet. Ask me tomorrow.

GERALD
That's not an answer.

JENNIFER
It's the only one I've got.

GERALD
Do you regret it?

JENNIFER
No.

GERALD
Not even a little?

JENNIFER
No. I regret that I have to explain it. I regret that you're asking. But I don't regret doing it.

GERALD
I wish I had that.

JENNIFER
What?

GERALD
That certainty. I don't know if I regret my marriage or if I'm just hurt or if I'm supposed to fight for it or—
He stops himself.

GERALD
((cont'd))
I don't know anything.

JENNIFER
You'll figure it out.

GERALD
How?

JENNIFER
By walking.

EXT. MAIN STREET — RESIDENTIAL AREA — CONTINUOUS — 2:42 AM

Residential area now. Apartment buildings. Quieter. More intimate lighting.

JENNIFER
You keep asking about sex like it's the problem.

GERALD
Isn't it?

JENNIFER
No. Sex is just sex. It's everything around it that's complicated.

GERALD
I don't follow.

JENNIFER
Sex is a tool. There are a thousand reasons to have it and a thousand reasons not to. Connection, pleasure, validation, boredom, revenge, curiosity, loneliness, joy. It's not one thing. It's whatever the people having it need it to be.

GERALD
That sounds... I don't know. Empty?

JENNIFER
Why? Because it's not always about love?

GERALD
Because it feels like it should mean something.

JENNIFER
It does mean something. But meaning isn't singular. Sex is exposure, right? You're literally naked. Vulnerable. Letting someone see you in a way no one else does. Or everyone does, depending.

GERALD
Depending on what?

JENNIFER
On whether you're a Playboy model or someone's secret. Either way, you're choosing to be seen. That's the intimacy. Not the act itself.
Gerald is listening. Really listening.

JENNIFER
((cont'd))
People think casual sex is empty because there's no commitment. But you're still exposing yourself. You're still saying, here's my body, here's what I want, here's what I sound like when I come. That's not nothing.

GERALD
So why do it casually if it means that much?

JENNIFER
Because sometimes you need to feel something, even if it's temporary. Sometimes you need someone to see you, even if they don't stay.

GERALD
That sounds lonely.

JENNIFER
It can be. Or it can be freeing. Depends on the day.
They walk in silence for a moment.

GERALD
My wife and I stopped having sex. Like, months before tonight.
Jennifer doesn't respond. Just listens.

GERALD
((cont'd))
I told myself it was normal. We'd been together six years, married for three. People get comfortable. And then I figured we'd get back to it eventually. But we never did. We just... stopped. And I didn't say anything. I kept thinking if I waited long enough she'd bring it up, and she kept thinking the same thing about me, and eventually we both just decided it was fine.

JENNIFER
But it wasn't fine.

GERALD
Apparently not for her.

JENNIFER
Or for you. You just coped differently.

GERALD
I wasn't sleeping with anyone else.

JENNIFER
That doesn't mean you weren't hurting.
Beat.

GERALD
Stop asking the right questions. It's making me feel worse.

JENNIFER
((almost laughing))
Sorry.

GERALD
No you're not.

JENNIFER
No. Not really.

GERALD
So what's the right question? About sex? What should people actually ask?

JENNIFER
Stop asking 'what does this mean' like it has a universal answer. Try 'what did it mean to the people having it.'
Beat. Gerald processes this.

GERALD
So what did it mean to you? Tonight?
Jennifer stops walking. Turns to face him.

JENNIFER
Why do you care?

GERALD
I don't know. Maybe because I'm trying to figure out if my marriage was ever real. Maybe because I want to believe that sex actually matters, and you're telling me it doesn't have to.

JENNIFER
I didn't say it doesn't matter. I said it can mean different things.

GERALD
So what did it mean to you?
Jennifer considers whether to answer.

JENNIFER
It meant I wanted to feel something. And for a few hours, I did.

GERALD
And now?

JENNIFER
Now I'm walking home barefoot talking to a stranger.

GERALD
Is that better or worse?

JENNIFER
((beat, almost smiling))
Jury's still out.
They start walking again.

GERALD
I don't know if I can forgive her.

JENNIFER
You don't have to. But if you want to understand her, you have to stop making her the villain.

GERALD
Even if she is?

JENNIFER
Even if she is.
They continue walking.

EXT. MAIN STREET — JENNIFER'S BUILDING VISIBLE — CONTINUOUS — 2:47 AM

Jennifer's building visible in the distance — one more block. Streetlights sparser. Very quiet.
They've been walking in silence for a bit. The conversation has gotten heavy.
Jennifer breaks it.

JENNIFER
You want to know what I did tonight.

GERALD
((caught off guard))
You don't have to—

JENNIFER
You've been asking all night.

GERALD
I was just curious.

JENNIFER
No, you were trying to understand sex by understanding me. Like if you figure out why I did what I did, you'll figure out why your wife did what she did.
Beat. She's right.

GERALD
Maybe.

JENNIFER
So ask.

GERALD
What did you do tonight?
Jennifer stops walking. Gerald stops too. Facing each other now, under a streetlight.

JENNIFER
I had a threesome.
Silence.
Beat.
Beat.

GERALD
...Huh.
The word hangs there.
Jennifer sees it immediately — the flinch, the micro-recoil, the judgment he didn't know he was carrying.

JENNIFER
((cold))
There it is.

GERALD
What?

JENNIFER
That pause. That huh. Like I just told you I killed someone.

GERALD
No, I just — I wasn't expecting—

JENNIFER
You weren't expecting me to actually enjoy it.

GERALD
I didn't say that.

JENNIFER
You didn't have to. I saw your face.

GERALD
I was just surprised.

JENNIFER
Why? Because I'm a woman? Because I spent all night talking about vulnerability and connection, so clearly I must be broken or sad or looking for validation?

GERALD
That's not—

JENNIFER
Or maybe you're surprised because you've been walking with me for forty-five minutes treating me like a person, and now you're realizing I'm the kind of woman your friends would high-five you for sleeping with but would never actually respect.

GERALD
That's not fair.

JENNIFER
Isn't it? You paused. You judged. Even you — after everything we talked about tonight — had that little moment of huh when confronted with what I actually did.
Beat. Gerald knows she's right.

GERALD
You're right.
Jennifer wasn't expecting that.

GERALD
((cont'd))
You're right. I did judge you. For like half a second, I had this reflex. And I hate that I did.

JENNIFER
But you did.

GERALD
Yeah. I did.
Silence.

JENNIFER
Do you want details? Do you want to know if it was two guys or a guy and a girl? Do you want to know if I initiated or if they did? Do you want to know if I came?

GERALD
No.

JENNIFER
Why not?

GERALD
Because it's none of my business.

JENNIFER
That's the first right thing you've said about it.
They start walking again. Her building is half a block away now.

JENNIFER
((cont'd, something hardening in her))
You know what? You take one look at me — I'll admit it, I'm a pretty girl — and you think I'm not capable of being that kind of woman. You would like to have sex with me, not to brag, but you don't like the idea of me having sex with other people. I know what I am. And I know what I want to do. I shouldn't be condemned for that. It's not my fault that you want a lady in the streets but don't like it when she's a freak in the sheets for anyone else but you. Women have agency. Autonomy. Just like men, we have wants. We have needs.
Beat. Gerald has no response. He's standing in the middle of his own double standard and there's nowhere to go.

JENNIFER
((cont'd))
You know what the worst part is?

GERALD
What?

JENNIFER
I liked you. Before the huh. I was genuinely enjoying this walk. And then I watched you become every guy I've ever had to explain myself to.

GERALD
((quiet))
I know.

JENNIFER
You can't even help it. That's what kills me. You're not a bad person. You're just — you've been trained. We all have.

GERALD
For what it's worth, I don't think you're broken. Or sad. Or looking for anything except what you wanted.

JENNIFER
But you still think less of me.

GERALD
((pause))
I don't know. Maybe for a second I did. But I don't now.

JENNIFER
How do I know that's true?

GERALD
You don't. You just have to decide if you believe me.
Jennifer studies him. A long moment.

EXT. MAIN STREET — SAME — CONTINUOUS — 2:53 AM

They've stopped walking. Her building is visible, half a block away. The street is completely quiet.

JENNIFER
Your wife.

GERALD
Yeah?

JENNIFER
Did she ever try to talk to you about what she wanted? Sexually?

GERALD
I mean... yeah. Sometimes.

JENNIFER
And what did you do?
Long pause. Gerald knows where this is going.

GERALD
((quietly))
I probably made her explain it.

JENNIFER
And when she explained it?

GERALD
I told her we didn't need that. That we were fine.

JENNIFER
You gave her the huh.
Small, involuntary. He's putting it together.

GERALD
((quietly, almost to himself))
Oh.

JENNIFER
What?

GERALD
I did it to her. My wife. I judged her. Not out loud, but in my head. Every time she wanted something I didn't understand, I made her explain it. I made her defend it. And when she couldn't—
He stops.

GERALD
((cont'd))
I just assumed she was wrong.
Jennifer is listening now, anger receding slightly.

GERALD
((cont'd))
She wanted to open the marriage. Six months ago. She brought it up one night, really carefully. And I shut it down. I told her we didn't need that, that we were fine. I thought I was protecting us. But really, I just couldn't handle the idea that I wasn't enough.

JENNIFER
Gerald—

GERALD
I made her small. I made her quiet. And then I blamed her for finding someone else.
He's not crying, but he's close.

GERALD
((cont'd))
That huh I gave you? I've been giving her that for years. Every time she wanted something I didn't, every time she suggested something that scared me. And she saw it. Every time.

JENNIFER
You didn't know.

GERALD
I should have.

JENNIFER
You were scared.

GERALD
So was she. And I made her deal with it alone.
Silence. Jennifer steps slightly closer.

JENNIFER
You can't undo it.

GERALD
I know.

JENNIFER
But you can call her. Tonight or tomorrow. And you can tell her what you just told me.

GERALD
What if she doesn't want to hear it?

JENNIFER
Then she doesn't. But you owe her the truth.

GERALD
Thank you.

JENNIFER
For what?

GERALD
For not letting me pretend.
Jennifer nods. Pause. They're standing closer now.
The street is completely empty. Just them. 2:55 AM.

GERALD
Can we keep walking?

JENNIFER
((surprised))
You still want to?

GERALD
If you'll let me.
Jennifer considers. She's tired. She's still a little angry. But something in her says yes.

JENNIFER
Okay.

EXT. MAIN STREET — SAME — CONTINUOUS — 2:57 AM

They turn back toward her building — visible one block away.
Then — Gerald stops. Takes a breath.
He extends his arm. Old-fashioned. Gentlemanly. Slightly ridiculous.
Jennifer looks at his arm. Looks at him.

JENNIFER
((rolls her eyes, but she's almost smiling))
Really?

GERALD
It's the only thing I know how to do right now.
Beat.
Jennifer takes his arm.
They walk. In silence. No words. Just the sound of their footsteps on the pavement.
The gesture is absurd and earnest and exactly what they both need.

EXT. JENNIFER'S BUILDING — CONTINUOUS — 3:00 AM

They stop at the base of her building's front steps. Jennifer lets go of his arm.
They face each other. Two people who met an hour ago and said more true things than they usually say in a month.

JENNIFER
Well. This is me.
Gerald looks up at the building. Back at her.

GERALD
((coy, asymmetrical smile))
So...

JENNIFER
((straight-faced))
I'd invite you in, but I'm all full from the threesome.
Gerald laughs. A real one. It stings a little and he laughs anyway.
Jennifer extends her hand.

JENNIFER
((cont'd))
Thanks for a good walk, Gerald.
Gerald looks at her hand. Takes it. They shake.
The handshake lingers just slightly longer than it should — not romantic, just acknowledgment. Two people who saw something real in each other tonight.
Jennifer lets go. Turns. Starts up the steps.
At the door, she pauses. Looks back.

JENNIFER
Hey.

GERALD
Yeah?

JENNIFER
Call your wife.

GERALD
I will.

JENNIFER
I mean it.

GERALD
I know.
Jennifer nods. Goes inside.
Gerald stands there. Watching. A light turns on in one of the windows. He can hear muffled voices — Jennifer greeting a roommate. Ordinary life resuming on the other side of a door.
The light turns off.
Gerald exhales.

EXT. MAIN STREET — CONTINUOUS — 3:00 AM

Gerald walks back down the steps. Stands on the sidewalk. Looks up at Jennifer's building — dark now.
He takes out his phone. Looks at it. The screen is full of notifications — texts, calls, all from his wife.
He doesn't open them. Not yet.
Puts the phone back in his pocket.
Turns. Starts walking back toward Main Street.
A trolley pulls up at the nearby stop. Its doors open. Empty inside.
Gerald stops. Looks at it.
Shakes his head — begrudgingly smiles.
Doesn't get on.
The doors close. The trolley pulls away.
Gerald stands alone in the middle of the street. 3:00 AM. Still dark. No dawn coming yet.
He looks back the way they came — down the empty stretch of Main Street they walked together.
Then he looks forward — toward wherever he's going next.
Takes a breath.
Starts walking.

FADE TO BLACK.
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